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THE MAY MEETING 
Time was when a reunion of members of Base Hospital Unit 21 was regarded as a 
sound excuse for a free-for-all drinking contest. No dinner was complete without 
a few preliminary wrestling matches, and at least two or three unrestr.ained veterans 
could be depended on to pass out between the hors d'oerves and the fish. But that 
was in the days when the Unit's social affairs were few and far between. Since the 
inception of Rouen Post 242, the lads have grown accustomed to monthly meetings 
and no longer feel the urge to go blotto when they get together. The Post dinner at 
Garavelli's restaurant on May 11, was the most recent example of the improved de-
portment that has gradually replaced the horseplay of the past. Not a guest passed 
out, the air was free from flying buns, and no one raised his voice in protest over some 
fancied injustice of army days. True, .a few incorrigibles lingered at the service 
bar long after all the rest had departed; but each of these, including "Weaving 
Willie" Engel and Willard McQuoid, left the premises without assistance. 
Tom Simpson's unheralded arrival was the: surprise feature of the evening. It was 
Tom's first appearance at a Rouen Post meeting and the former pharmacist of Gen-
eral Hospital 12 received a hearty ovation. He expressed appreciation of the Rouen 
Post and paid .a neat tribute to your Editor. Simpson, formerly the owner of several 
drug stores in Southeast Missouri, has disposed of all but one and is taking life easy 
in Caruthersville. He entered politics a few years ago but retired after serving a 
four year term in the State Legislature. 
(Continued on page 2) 
JUNE, 1939 
THE ROUEN POST 
Colonel Borden Veeder and Estelle Claiborne responded to a request for brief talks 
but Lee (Doc) Gay modestly declined an invitation to sing the adventures of the in· 
famous Jolly Tinker. Edward McCuddy, Commander of Central Memorial Post 154, 
Wellston, invited the members of Rouen Post to hold a joint meeting with his Wells-
ton comrades. 
Charles Jablonsky peered anxiously over his spectacles at Bill Engel as "Weaving 
Willie" walked steadily across the room with Gordon Kimbrel shortly before the 
meeting came to an end. "Something is wrong with Engel," declared the rotund 
Service Officer glancing at his wrist watch. "Here it is, almost eleven o'clock, and 
he hasn't started to wobble. Ordinalily at this hour he walks like he's using a rubber 
crutch." Engel hotly denied that his .. deportment was unusual. "J.abby is in a men-
tal fog," he retorted. "His assumption that I am not myself is probably due to the 
fact that I have not insulted him this evening. But the night is young-I'll get around 
to him later." 
Arshav Nushan, the garrulous drum major entertained Jules Silberberg, Alonzo Kelly 
and Ernie Mcllvaine with an account of a recent trip to a convention in Omaha 
where he led the St. Louis Shriners' Band and paid a visit to Boystown ... Mcllvaine, 
elevator supervisor in the Pierce Building, has added his name to the roster of Rouen 
Post ... Charles Koch, the south side baker, turned from his ovens for an evening 
to attend his first Post meeting in several months ... Toby Dunville, the tax dodg-
ing auditor, failed to appear. "Dunville's absence is easily explained,'' muttered 
Chaplain Tom Sheedy with a sardonic smile. "The dinner cost a dollar." Dave 
Brock attended the dinner but left early, after listening to a monologue by "Silent" 
Forney Dixon. 
Colonel Borden Veeder was in a rt;!miniscent mood and favored your editor with sev-
eral colorful stories woven around the social and military life in Rouen. Justin Jack-
son, Colonel Veeder's chauffeur in the old days, sat nearby and occasionally assisted 
the Colonel in recalling the names of some half forgotten cafe or provincial restaur-
ant. 
The women present were: Jeannette Parish, Mae Aurbach Gluck, Rachael Watkins, 
Estelle Claiborne, Margaret B. Conochie, Emma E. Habenicht, and Mrs. M. Hay, 
Mrs. Hay, a niece of Margaret Conochie, is a nurse in the Hamilton General Hospital 
at Galt, Ontario. 
We discovered Assistant Attorney General Joe Lennon and his attractive wife among 
the diners in the main restaurant a few minutes before the Rouen Post meeting opened. 
The burly Mr. Lennon, intent on carving a. thick steak, was unaware that his army 
associates were lining up for chow in the same building. "I had forgotten that the 
meeting was tonight," said the former Mobile 4 cook, "and I have an engagement at 
eight o'clock. Otherwise it would be a pleasure to enliven the gathering by taking 
Dunville's unpaid income tax out of his tight hide." 
Bill Wright, traveling auditor for the General American Life Insurance Company, 
has returned to St. Louis after a siX months' tour ef inspection of the Company's 
holdings in Southeast Missouri and Arkansas. 
Joe Welsh, former top-sergeant, has been confined to his home with neuritis, which 
has incapacitated him since November. 
The "Judge" 
THE ROUEN POST 
A DANIEL COME TO JUDGMENT 
We stopped for a midnight snack with Judge Neely and 
Frank Depke on the way home from the May meeting. The 
Judge gnawed the last shred of meat from a gleaming 
T-bone, ordered a third cup of coffee, and settled back in 
his chair with a sigh of satisfaction. "Time works won-
drous changes," observed the burly pharmacist as he 
chewed thoughtfully on a toothpick. "Tonight at the din-
ner we were just a big happy family. Harmony held the 
floor. Yet I can recall a time in France when I regarded 
Colonel Veeder as Public Enemy No. 1 in my life." Neely 
gulped a mouthful of coffee and gazed solemnly at a blob 
of jam that had cast its lot with a particle of egg on 
Depke's necktie. "Why did you feel that way about the 
Colonel?" we queried. The question aroused him from his 
contemplation of Depke's plight. "Eh?" he exclaimed. "Oh 
yes, about the Colonel. Well, it seems funny now, but I 
failed to find any humor in the situation twenty years ago. 
I was up for trial before a summary court-martial on a 
charge of sleeping on duty. Several smug heels testified to seeing a man with a pos-
terior similar to mine asleep in a ward bed. But my head was partially concealed by 
a blanket and I was lying on my side facing the tent wall. On cross examination the 
witnesses admitted that their identification of me was based solely upon a rear view of 
my contours. None of them had seen my face. 
In a civil court such an admission would have been in favor of the defense and for 
a moment I thought I was going to beat the rap. But I reckoned without the Colonel. 
"This is not a civil court," he announced sternly. "And I see no reason for wasting 
time in haggling over a mere technicality. Knowing you as we do, we are morally 
certain that you were the occupant of the bed-and the fact that your face was con-
cealed is of no importance in this court. You are fined thirty days' pay. 
* * * 
It wasn't the fine that .annoyed Neely. Thirty days pay was mere coffee money to 
the jovial Judge whose ability to handle dice kept him amply supplied with funds. He 
could count on being reimbursed for his loss by Spencer Allen alone at the next 
monthly crap game. The thing that rankled, was the fact that his carefully planned 
defense had been swept aside by the Courts' independent procedure. He had been set 
for a fast ball-and Colonel Veeder had fed him a slow curve. But his resentment was 
short lived. The Judge realized that the Colonel was morally right and the court-
martial gradually became a humorous incident in his career. 
There shall always be a place in our memory for the Judge. A boon companion, loyal 
to his friends, the Squire of Marion was a "right guy" during a period when many 
deemed it profitable to be otherwise. His presence added color to the enlisted per-
sonnel of Base Hospital Unit 21. 
Dear Bill: 
That was a grand job you did in "Out of the Dusk .a Shadow." It was fine, Bill ... 
crammed with feeling and sincerity of expression. 
Tom Ryan 
St. Louis Writers' Guild 
THE ROUEN POST 
MEMORIAL DAY 
"Through laughter. through the roses, as of old 
Comes Death, on shadowy and relentless feet, 
Death, unappeasable by prayer or gold." 
-Rupert Brooke 
Members of Rouen Post 242, American Legion, observed Memorial Day by placing 
wreaths on the graves of sixteen former comrades of Base Hospital Unit 21, in St. 
Louis and vicinity. The graves decorated were those of Franklin Carr, Jr., Thomas 
O'Hanlon, Richard Knox, Edgar Hanvey, Michael Ganey, Fred Johns, John Graham, 
Robert Claudius, Herbert Alvis, Dr. J. Edgar Stewart, Dr. Nathaniel Allison, Dr. 
Fremont Lueking, Charles Johns, Edward Coogan, Clayton Hightower and Robert 
Noeninger. Arrangements were made to decorate the grave of Dr. Leland Mitchell 
in Parkasret Cemetery, Budapest, Hungary. 
* * * 
The enclosed list of the dead and the location of their graves was compiled by Serv-
ice Officer Charles Jablonsky who is now engaged in preparing a similar . record of 
deceased nurses. 
It happened during the American Legion Convention in Paris. A caravan of eight 
buses loaded with sightseers were chugging through the September haze on an all day 
tour of the battlefields. In one of the buses were two spinster school teachers whose 
passion for taking snapshots en route had become a source of annoyance to their fel· 
low passengers. Time and again during the morning the teachers would succumb 
to the beauty of some specific patch of landscape and the driver would be requested 
to stop and wait while the girls used up another roll of film. 
As a result of the frequent stops, the bus fell far behind the others and it was past 
noon when the driver pulled up to the appointed hotel for lunch. The two photo· 
graph addicts, forgetting their hobby for the moment, left the camera lying on the 
seat and hurried into the dining room. A\ group of Legionnaires, piqued by the be-
havior of the self-centered teachers, decided that the opportunity was ripe for retali-
ation. For a few francs apiece, they induced six bus drivers to disrobe behind an 
adjacent stone wall and pose in the nude while the Americans snapped their picture 
with the spinsters' camera. Then, turning the roll to the next number, the Legion-
naires returned the camera to its place and went in to lunch. 
Dear Mr. Stack: 
Have enjoyed reading the Rouen Post. It brings back long forgotten memories. 
Thanks for putting me on the mailing list. I'd love to attend some of the dinner meet· 
ings of Rouen Post 242, but it seems like I can never find the time. The enclosed 
check is my contribution to the paper. 
U. S. Veterans' Hospital 
Excelsior Springs. Mo. 
Sincerely, 
DR. CLOPTON RETURNS 
Anne R. McCulloch 
I have been away for sever.al months and on my return found several copies of the 
Rouen Post which I fully enjoyed. I enclose my check which will be applied to my 
subscripton to this delightful sheet. Trusting that it will continue in its same happy 
way, I am, 
Sincerely, 
Malvern B. Clopton 
